CHAPTER FOUR

"SwEET vernal is over, and nearly all the ewes have
lambed," Ballater was saying, as he and Lewis went to-
gether into the Commandant's quarters, whither the van
Leydens had already been taken. "I think it's the best
moment of the year. Hot days and cold evenings. Better
than April. Much better than June/' He had a pastoral
independence of mind. Though he would earnestly discuss
politics and the war, they were not in the core of his
thought. Like a peasant, like a child, he preserved his own
values with a stubborn and lovable innocence. And it was he
who smoothed away the awkwardness of the van Leyden's
visit, for after luncheon he permitted neither Lewis nor
the Commandant to be their host, but showed them the
fort, as if it were his country-house, with an irresistible
pride of ownership, telling them of his fishing, his jay, his
golden oriole in the orchard opposite, explaining the work
he had done in his garden patch, and, when he heard a
reed warbler merrily singing across the water, waving
their attention to it, as if it were a member of an orchestra
that he had summoned for the pleasure of his guests. The
Baroness, after a cold beginning, was full of praise for
Ballater when she heard of the Wiltshire acres. "What a
charming^ friend you have, Lewis! You must bring him
to stay with us. Or, if you will not come, then he must
come alone/* And van Leyden, delighted to find in Lewis
an Englishman who could speak Dutch, talked proudly
of his library in the Castle at Enkendaal "You must come
to see it It would interest you, Mr, Alison, He can have
permission, Commandant, met waar?"
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